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army is assured bread & butter . , . and that feels better than a
gamble outside. Also I feel disinclined to struggle again for a
living. If I can't keep alive without much pain then I won't
bother to do so at all.
I wonder why I'm writing all this to you. I think perhaps be-
cause you are a stranger, and have been interested in my addled
egg. It was an extraordinary experience for me, the reading of
your letter.
Some of the people who were w4th me during the war have
read the book, & want copies. When I had money I got a lot of
drawings done in illustration of it. Not ordinary sorts of things ...
proper portraits by John & Kennington & Lamb & Spencer &
Roberts & Co. ... I got an estimate for printing all these as well
as possible, & the complete text (revised again of course) in a
decent quarto . . . and they said ^3000. So I've agreed to do 100
copies or about that number, if they can find enough of the un-
godly rich to subscribe 30 guineas each for a copy. To date they
have got nearly twenty (in two months) and the block-making is
started. I've stipulated for liberty to produce up to fifty extra
pulls of the plain text for the fellows who fought with me. . .
These I'll give them free: but only to the men mentioned by
name in it,
It will probably lose me my American copyright, and may lead
to pirated editions in England: and this I'll be sorry for, since I
grudge others profiting where I refuse to sell. However that's all
a piece with the folly of the revolt and my leadership and my story
of it If only Fd written a self-respecting straightforward tale
the thing would have been over long ago. My great passion &
pleasure in living books snared me into the hopelessness of trying
to create, & hence these tears.
If you have the spirit at the book's end (I fancy your halt was
on the threshold of a chapter in which I tried to paint a full-
length of myself, with paints more gummy than any other in the
whole canvasses) I hope you will send me not indeed so much,
but something, upon your experiences of the last chapters. I let
the activity of the book fall into a trough for twenty pages, to give
my imaginary reader a rest before piling up the agony of the last
advance upon Damascus.